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 Just about the earliest moments of my life which can be remembered, mostly intact, 
began with school. I remember my first day of school, perhaps one of the most nervous moments 
of my life. I remember my mother taking me there alone; we had been out of the country so I had 
arrived a couple of months later than the other students. My father had recently walked out on 
my mother explaining why it was just her and I, something which at this point in time was 
difficult to understand.  
Right after my father left my mother, she wasn’t quite sure what to do being an 
immigrant who spoke barely any English with nowhere to go. My mother was forced to live with 
my grandmother. We stayed there for only a couple of months before my mother decided to 
contact a friend she had known from El Salvador who now lived in the US.  
As time went on I eventually became accustomed to school and started to slowly work 
my way to where the other students were at. I at first only spoke Spanish and was enrolled in 
classes with other English as Second Language students. I had picked up some English from 
watching television at home but nowhere near the amount I needed to communicate with anyone 
who spoke English. Eventually we were taught how to speak better but I’ve always tried to learn 
things on my own. I learned how to read English on my own through reading books and reading 
common billboards. My English advanced but unfortunately my mother always struggled with 
bills and for other reasons, so we would constantly move.   
As I remember after being in school for a couple of months my mother decided to move 
in with Juan Gonzalez her friend from El Salvador to me it seemed like they moved in quickly 
but due to my mother’s desperation of trying to leave my grandmother’s house, he knew he had 
to help anyway possible. I remember living in a pretty beat down single room apartment with my 
three brothers, my mother and Juan. Things carried on pretty smoothly for a while but eventually 
things started to come apart. Juan was an alcoholic and a problematic one at that. He would come 
home so drunk some days and he would take out his anger out on my mother. I hated this but I 
could never do anything about it, my older brother, younger brother and I knew this was wrong 
but due to our age couldn’t find a way to stop it. Even so I remember a moment in which my 
brother tried to take a stand against Juan. Unfortunately this stand is where I witnessed a piece of 
our innocence die, but pushed to a breaking point we had to threaten him in order to stop the 
harm he caused my mother. 
My Mother after the first time she witnessed Juan’s drunken acts decided she needed to 
move with us somewhere safer. We luckily managed to find another place to live, it wasn’t any 
nicer but we were happy to know my mother was safe from danger. Things carried on for a 
couple of weeks but Juan was persistent in his pursuit of my Mother, she at first didn’t want 
anything to do with him but as love works people seem to choose to believe whatever they want 
in order to love that person. Before my brothers and I even had a chance to say anything he was 
back as if nothing had even happened. The iterations of the cycle of abuse and forgiving 
continued on and on for years of my childhood. 
As elementary finished up, I had finally arrived to middle school a point in my life where 
I struggled to find myself as a person. I was always a little different than other people, but I 
remember always trying to find a way to fit in. I personally struggled with who I wanted to be or 
how I wanted to define myself. My older brother Jerry was there for me in this pivotal moment 
of my life, after all he was the only father figure I ever considered to have. He helped me try and 
fit in, he was always the cool guy and the guy who had all the ladies around him, and I really 
looked up to him.  
Just as I finished up my sixth grade year, my mother had recently made contact with my 
father. He had moved to California and, he seemed to feel remorse for what had happened and he 
wanted to see me. This had come as a big shock to me; I was finally beginning to move on when 
it came to matters about my father. We continued to chat about things and before I knew it my 
brothers and I were off to see our Father for the summer. That summer was pretty strange to say 
the least. I met my half-brothers and sisters along with my father’s new wife.  This part was very 
tough on my brothers and I, we just couldn’t ever grasp our minds around the idea of someone 
being so easily able to forget about people that they had left behind. 
After the summer we arrived home and started school. I had now returned to trying to fit 
in with all the cool kids while still trying to find myself. Juan continued his drunken rampages, 
but at this age my brother and I with our testosterone filled adolescence felt like we could try and 
interfere in these acts of abuse. I remember the first night my brother and I ever decided we had 
enough; we rose up amidst the yelling and hitting to stand up and face him like men. No fear ran 
across our minds at that moment only the thoughts of our past filled with years of abuse due to 
his drunken stupor. My brother and I stood next to each other and watched as he stepped back 
astounded something which at the time seemed like him cowering but after years of realization I 
now know it was someone’s awakening to their own hamartia. 
 After this moment we once again were moving out, but this time things were a little 
different. For nearly a year we didn’t even hear about Juan, but as things go some people just 
can’t help who they love. Once again Juan came back but this time a little more changed, he gave 
up drinking, supposedly. As things carried on he moved in soon enough and was back to 
drinking, the only significant difference was he never again laid a finger on my mother. 
High school was a very interesting time for me; I came to a realization that I thought I 
had found myself. This happened through my ideas of who I was and who my friends were. I 
suffered a lot of hardship for succumbing to the complacency of who I was. At this point in my 
life I thought I was who I was and that’s the way it should be. My reasoning sometimes came 
from how I was raised and the places I was raised. 
Towards my senior year, I began to struggle once again with who I was and what I 
wanted. I started to see I needed to go to college to actually do something with my life. This was 
such a difficult choice in my life due to the way I was living my life at the time. I finally came to 
the realization I needed to make a change in my life, I always thought I wasn’t living up to my 
full potential but I never knew how I could help myself. 
The year 2011 was when I made some New Year’s resolutions that would greatly impact 
my life for the better. There were many things which I started to notice about myself in where I 
just didn’t try or I just didn’t give it my best. One place I noticed it the most was school, my 
grades were always pretty good, but that was about it, I never really tried so I never complained. 
I decided I would need to prepare myself for college so I started trying to really show myself 
what I could do in school. I also noticed I was very unhealthy; I wanted to change this so I 
started working out and eating healthy food. At this time I was also battling with hanging out 
with the wrong friends and partying with friends, I wanted to stop this as it was getting me 
nowhere and only holding me back. 
This last semester in high school was very different for me, I started to change physically 
but most importantly I began to change mentally. Through the help of all the New Year’s 
resolutions I started to become more self-aware of my faults and errors. I really changed my 
mindset on a lot of things and I started to see the other side to things, I felt like these experiences 
really helped me become prepared for college. I remember around this time really looking 
forward to college whereas before I was more timid of change but now after being through all 
this change I was ready to see the great things that come with it. 
My freshman year in college began with me starting my classes and trying to get ahead in 
them the best ways possible. I was extremely scared, mainly due to hearing about the high 
college dropout rate in male Latinos. I tried the best ways possible of studying and at the end of 
the semester it showed, I had received really great grades. I went on to apply for an internship at 
NASA which I never even thought I would be able to get. Fortunately as the second semester 
began, I received a call from NASA asking me if I would like a phone interview. Of course my 
answer was yes and pretty soon I was done with my phone interview which honestly could not 
have gone better. After a couple of days I got an offer from NASA Johnson Space Center 
Houston and I accepted without hesitation. I would get a chance to work at NASA fifteen 
minutes away from my house, it was a dream come true. 
The second semester didn’t go as well as I had wanted, I found it very difficult to work as 
hard as I did the first semester. I don’t know why but I felt like I was slipping back into my old 
ways from high school. I really didn’t even come to this realization up until the summer of my 
internship. In the internship I had at NASA I learned many things to do with science but I really 
learned how to communicate better with people, a lot of the times I feel like that has become an 
area where I am really weak in. As I was at NASA I also took time to reflect on my grades, 
actions and how I could work towards bettering myself in order to make smarter decisions. This 
semester of my sophomore year so far hasn’t gone that bad I’ve just analyzed my mistakes from 
last semester and tried to fix them. I’ve tried studying way more and I feel like I’ve done a better 
job than last semester. Now my life is at a point where I’m constantly trying to be self-aware of 
my faults in order for me to improve on them, I still have a long way to go but I hope I maintain 
this self-aware attitude the whole journey. 
 
